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One 


Author's Notes: 

This has been sitting around on my computer for ages and I've just rediscovered it.. And because it's not my 
most terrible work, I'm posting it! Written out of sheer frustration at the stupidity of the whole Bach/Bolan 
fall out, and after being inspired by both various Tweets and this article: 
http://wwwblabbermouthnet/news/sebastian-bach-you-have-to-be-quite-resilent-to-last-in-this-business/ 
Personally, | believe both men are probably both as bad as each other but.. wishful thinking, you know. 


Interviewer: What are the constellations of getting older? Do you find that as you mature, your attitudes relax maybe towards people from your past that you have 
maybe disagreed with? 

Sebastian Bach The only guy in Skid Row that I still have a problem with is Rachel [Bolan], the bass player. I've spoken to the other guys and we have no problem at 
all. The ironic part is with Rachel, | don't even remember why we were even fighting The last time | spoke to him, or even was in the same room was sixteen or 
seventeen years ago. Think about how long that is. | am not capable of being mad at somebody that | haven't seen in I7 years. | don't know how you can hold a 
grudge that long To me, its insane. | just don’t get it at all 


// 


It had been seventeen years. Seventeen long years, and Sebastian was sure that the reason he and his former 
bassist, Rachel Bolan, still didn't speak was less due to a grudge on his behalf and in fact entirely based around 
ego. And a big ego, at that. Rachel's ego. He would have at least thought that almost twenty years might have 
matured the both of them a little, but no, not in Rachel's case. The man was stubborn as ever, and yet not a 


single word had passed between them since the fight. 


The feeling of unease as he pulled up outside the Starland Ballroom rose considerably in his stomach. Traffic 
still rumbled past on the streets despite the hour - a quarter to midnight - as the first wave of enthusiastic 
fans flooded out of the doors after the gig. Yeah, he'd timed this very well. Baz nudged the car forwards a 
little, pulling around the corner next to the side exit before putting on the handbrake. He'd wait, of course. 


God, he needed a cigarette. And a drink But too bad he'd given up the both of them. The band should be out 


soon, though, as a saving grace. 

Nervously, he tapped the steering wheel, glancing at he clock. 23:49, was that it? Fans were still passing by, a 
combination of middle-aged long-haired men like himself and dorky teenagers, exchanging excited compliments 
about the gig. Baz shifted a little lower in his seat. Despite his own pride and vanity, tonight he was only in the 
mood to talk to one person - a certain bassist - and so he watched the avid fans from the darkness of his 
car, hands barely stilling. 

This was ridiculous. 

Ten minutes later and there was still no sign of the band A couple of roadies had started to haul some of the 
equipment out of the side exit and the van had pulled round too, but as for the rest of the guys, no such luck. 
Sebastian growled, resting his head momentarily on the steering wheel. Why was this taking so long? M be an 
hour, he'd told Minnie as he kissed her goodbye, / won't be long at all And yet here he was. 

"Bullshit," he mumbled as he climbed out of the car. He'd have to find them himself. 


Thankfully, as usual the security was lax at this time of night. The side exit was still open and as two of the 
roadies were passing the drum kit up to be loaded, Baz slipped through the door into the cool, concrete 
corridor that led down to the dressing rooms. 

God, what was he going to say? 

Hey, Rachel, ol buddy, havent seen you for years. 

Lets talk about our problems, huh, why not. 


Do you still hate me? 


Really, now he thought about it, the idea that the bassist might hate him terrified Sebastian beyond belief. It 


angered him, too, but it wasn't anger flipping around in his stomach. 


The closer he got, the damper his palms, and the familiar voices of other men began to reach his ears. They 
grew louder suddenly as a door ahead on his left was flung open, a deep laughter ringing through the corridor 


as a shorter man with a bandana pulled over his hair backed out. 


"-why | can't wait to get this new album on the road!" he was exclaiming jovially, a beer in his hand as he 


grinned. 


A response from someone else inside. The man laughed. Sebastian craned his neck to try and see into the 


room, but the man turned and suddenly his expression changed to one of outright surprise. 

"Jesus," he murmured, shuffling aside. 

Sebastian only pursed his lips, stepping to the door. The present day singer of Skid Row still stared at him in 
shock, clutching his beer, and Baz peered into the room to see Snake, Scotti, the new drummer, and of course 
Rachel all gawping back at him. 

"Christ," echoed Snake. "Look who it is" 

Sebastian forced a smile, despite the fact that his stomach was churning horrifically. Snake stood up and, 
seeing it as a sign of acceptance, Sebastian met him half way across the room, grasping the other's hand as 
the guitarist pulled him into an embrace. Their past had already been righted, but Sebastian couldn't shake the 
glare that Rachel fixed him with. 

"You didn't say you were coming," Snake said as he pulled away. "What brought this on?" 

“Stranger, stranger," Scotti grinned, offering his hand as he, too, got to his feet. 

Out of the corner of his eye, Sebastian could see the drummer and the singer exchanging bewildered looks - in 
all honesty, it wasn't the norm for an ex-member to show up uninvited to post-gig drinks. And Rachel still 
glared. 

"I just.." Sebastian began, "| heard you were in town" 


"Showing up out of the blue," Scotti laughed. "You haven't changed." 


Sebastian discretely tried to wipe his sweaty hands on his jeans to dry them. “Actually there was a reason." 
He swallowed. 


"Yeah?" 


A pause. He drew in a breath but the silence that hung in the air for a moment was deafening; oh god, he 
really didn't have a clue what he was saying. 


"| wanted to talk to Rachel." 

Another silence. Sebastian licked his lips consciously, this time addressing the bassist. 

"If that's okay." 

Rachel sniffed, giving a half-hearted shrug. "I don't care." 

That stung. It must have shown on Sebastian's face as Rachel looked away, but really he couldn't have 
expected anything else; Snake clapped him on the shoulder, and Scotti gave him an apologetic look as they 
moved away. 

"We'll ah, see you in the van, Rach." 

The drummer hurried out after them, too. Before the door closed Baz could hear the whispered questions and 
the replies: "I don't know, | don't know." Then another silence, even louder than before. Rachel refused to turn 


round again. 


"I thought we should sort this out," Sebastian started. He was still standing awkwardly in the middle of the 


dressing room. 

"This?" 

"The grudge we still have," he said. 

Rachel scoffed. "I don't hold any grudges." 

Sebastian started at the back of the bassist's head, uncertain of how to progress. The last time he had seen 
him, Rachel still had long curly hair and a silver chain dangling from the piercing in his nose; now his hair was 
spiked and he only wore a small stud. A pair of dark sunglasses were propped up on top of his head, his shirt 
tucked into his jeans. Slowly, and with a sigh, Baz crossed the room to sit on the buffet next to the him. 


"Rachel," he tried gently, "It's been seventeen years." 


Rachel barely stirred, only gifting the blond with a sideways glance. The hostility hadn't yet melted, but there 


was hope. 


"| don't even know what we were fighting about anymore,’ Sebastian sighed. "Do you even know? Man, this is 


stupid, you've gotta realise that." He learnt forward beseechingly. "All | wanna do is just talk to you." 


"You're talking to me right now," Rachel said stubbornly. "There's nothing to sort out: 


"For fucks’ sake!" 

Rachel barely flinched. Sebastian banged his fist angrily on the dressing table. 

"Co-operate, already!" 

Rachel sniffed, raising his eyes to the mirror in front of him. Sebastian watched as he pushed a longer strand 
of hair up off his forehead and squinted at his reflection for a moment, before pulling his sunglasses from his 


head. Folding them in his hand, he lay them gently on the table. Then he turned to face the singer properly. 


"What is it you want me to say?" he asked, his voice low, almost dangerous. His eyes were creased in the 
corners but otherwise his face remained blank. 


Sebastian sighed. He curled his hand back into his lap and looked away. "I don't know," he confessed. "I just -" 
"Well there must be something you're here for." 


"| don't know, alright!" His temper flared again. "I just want us to get along and get on and not have to avoid 
each other whenever our bands cross paths." 


Rachel blinked slowly, waiting. 
| want.. | want to know we're alright," Sebastian tried. He looked up again to meet Rachel eyes. "You were my 
best friend, man, we made it big and | never thought that'd happen. We had fun, and now we don't speak 


because of some argument that happened years ago, and it's just - its fuckin’ stupid.” 


The bassist shifted slightly, his fingers flexing on the dark denim of his jeans. Eventually he said, "| thought 
you'd made it clear that you'd chosen the wrong band to sing for." 


"What?" 

"Crue were the better band'," Rachel quoted, fingers digging into his thigh, "That's what you said. You should 
have ‘chosen them’, been the next Vince Neil; didn't think you cared much these days for the fun we used to 
have." 

"I. Rach, | didn't mean it." 

"And how did | know that?" 


"You didn't." 


"Right." 


The two men stared at each other for a moment. The creases at Rachel's eyes had grown and spread to his 


forehead, a frown now breaking through the bassist's façade. Again, Sebastian wished for a cigarette. 

| was angry," he said lowly. At least he was trying to apologise. 

Rachel shook his head. "You were always angry.’ 

Another silence followed. 

Sebastian stared down at the carpet, the dark blue fibres matted together in places with alcohol and leaving 
sticky marks under his and Rachel's shoes. Rachel still wore his favoured heavy military boots, jeans tucked 
into them and laces loosely wrapped around the tongue. He still liked the Ramones too, no doubt. When he 
shifted his foot slightly to the side, Sebastian twitched involuntarily, but Rachel just kept frowning and looking 
agitated. This had all been a very bad idea. With that thought the singer made an abrupt move to stand. 
"Well, if that's all you want to say - " 

"No!" The shout was sudden, and Sebastian almost recoiled from shock. Rachel's head had shot up and he looked 
wildly at him with raw, undoubted emotion. "I didn't mean you should go," he added quietly, "I just don't know 
what else we need to do, or say, or talk about.. Like you said, it's been years." 


The back of Sebastian's thighs hit the chair again. "God, Rachel.” 


The bassist shrugged, the longer bits of hair slipping back over his forehead. "You could come for a drink with 
us," he suggested hesitantly. 


But Sebastian shook his head, "Naw, |... | quit” 
"Yeah," Rachel said. "Right. | forgot." 
"You knew?" 


"I keep up to date, you know," he sniggered quietly, cocking an eyebrow up. "How else you think | know about the 
Crue thing?" 


"Oh." Sebastian paused, then almost laughed. "That's interesting.” 
"What?" The bassist failed to fight back a grin. 
"Keepin’ tabs on me." 


"Its not like that" 


But they were laughing before they knew it, and it was over something so completely not fumy that they just 
kept laughing about it. Relief, that was the feeling. Sheer relief. By the time they'd calmed down, Sebastian no 
longer felt his stomach turning on itself. 

Rachel gazed over at him. 

"It hurt, you know," he said seriously, "to read that you thought you'd be better without us." 

Sebastian sighed, nodding. Yeah, he knew. 

"Scotti said, ‘oh it's just his ego', and he seemed alright with it - Snake, too - but then - | didn't get it. You 
should be boasting about your own career, not wishing you'd grown it on someone else's. Without us. You said 
it as if you wished the whole band had never happened." Rachel was frowning again. "But, | mean," he said, "H's 


just your ego, right? No big thing.. No memories." 


Sebastian swallowed back the lump in his throat, forcing himself to speak. "But | wouldn't." he tried, "It meant 


everything to me, | swear, man" 
Rachel shook his head. "Hardly matters now." 


"No, listen," Sebastian slid to the front of the buffet, perching at the end and leaning forwards imploringly. 


"Listen to me." 
Rachel seemed to struggle to bring his eyes back up from his lap. 


"Do you remember that night in Japan," he started, "On the ‘42 on tour, when you carried me back to the 
hotel and we had to leave Rob in the lobby?" 


"In Osaka?" 


"In Osaka, yeah! In the elevator? And when you dumped me in the bathroom and then came back and | was just 


- there - in the bath -" 
"You were crying a lot that night." 
"Do you remember?" 


Rachel nodded slowly. "It's when we learned not to let you drink and smoke at the same time... You sat there 


for three hours crying about Maria, then about us. Said you never wanted us to leave you." 
"| never did" 


Rachel was quiet for a moment; then, lowly, he added, "You said you'd stil be chasing Motley Crue around 


Sunset Strip if it wasn't for us." 

"Yeah," Sebastian agreed, "And | meant it, too. Every fuckin! word, man. We shouldn'ta split like that - over 
some stupid fight? Like we were kids? Its bullshit. But what | said that night - listen to me - | meant it and | 
still do, Rachel; | don't want this to go on forever. | only hate what happened in the end." 

"No" Rachel sniffed loudly. "Me neither.” 

A strange silence filled the room again, as if they hadn't been laughing at all. The bassist scratched slowly over 
the dark denim of his jeans, eyes fixated on the dressing table without really seeing. Sebastian lowered his gaze 
to his hands, turning them over, watching them as he picked at cuticles. He twisted his shoe over a 
particularly matted bit of carpet. 

Rachel said quietly, "| should let you go, | suppose. | should go." 

"Yeah..." 

Both men got awkwardly to their feet, shuffling around to push chairs back under tables and straightening 
down clothes. Rachel grabbed his sunglasses off the dressing table, his bag from the floor, and then with a 
small, uncomfortable smile, motioned to Sebastian for the door. They walked down the corridor together in the 
same silence, side by side yet avoiding each other's eye. 

"Youre talking to me right now," Rachel had said. 


‘I don't hold any grudges." 


"| guess," he said then, as he shouldered the backstage door open and they stood on the steps, over-looking 


the car park, "Ill see you round" 
"Yeah," Sebastian agreed again. 
Neither moved. Rachel seemed to be holding his breath for something. 


"Look," Sebastian suggested, turning to the bassist properly, "I can.. I'll call you - email you - something, right? 
We'll meet up." 


Rachel still didn't move. 
"| wanna be friends again, man." 


It was the last hope; that, or nothing. To Sebastian it seemed like an age before Rachel cocked his head 
towards him, a small smile at his mouth, and nodded before holding out his hand. 


"You better," he said. 
Sebastian shook it, tightening his grip when Rachel squeezed firmly back 


"Don't worry," he assured. "I will do." 


